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GAYLORD MERRIEWETHER III 


It was a warm spring Sunday during our last great war and the Boston 
Commons, covered with new grass and new leaves, shone like a green and 
gold mosaic in the afternoon sun. I was strolling along the cool, blue, 
shaded paths, a young second-class seaman, far away from his home in 
California, with a long empty afternoon stretching out before him. 


I was alone, for in all of the large rambling buildings of the 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, I knew of no one who was free to 
take a Sunday walk with me, and except for one or two handsome boys who 
hardly knew of my existence, there was not one sailor-student I cared to be 
with now, even if I could. They were all serious, dedicated young men, with 
minds very much like the textbooks they were studying and futures already 
blueprinted and filed — while I was a semi-intellectual, a would-be artist, 
very unsure of himself, waiting for a magical tomorrow to brilliantly unfurl 
before him. 


But I really didn’t mind being alone this April afternoon. It only made it 
easier for me to begin the great adventure that I hoped was awaiting me in 
this large new city. Besides, I was enjoying the spring. It was actually my 
first spring, for as you know, there are no seasons in California. 


But in the park this afternoon I found no visible key to great romance, 
only a few ashen grey derelicts mumbling to each other through their 
smoky, unshaven faces, a sprinkling of game-playing, chirping children and 
sprinklings of other sailors as awkward and lonely as I, silently shuffling 
along the serpentine pathways. 


Then through a patch of light sifting through the trees, I saw two well- 
dressed girls, walking breezily with a happy air of pleasure and well-being. 
They seemed to know exactly where they were going. 


Behind them іп twos was a line of servicemen, sailors and soldiers, 
walking like the children following the Pied Piper. Their faces lacked that 
lost, lonely look of the other servicemen in the park. They were happy 
letting these girls lead them, and working on a sudden impulse, I waited till 
the end of the line reached me and joined them. 


Let these gaily striding majorettes take me where they want, to San 
Francisco or the Taj Mahal, I didn’t care, if they could only lead me away 
from the dull rut my life had slid into. 


I didn’t say anything to anyone as І joined the ant line winding its way 
out of the park and through the crooked downtown Boston streets. And no 
one asked me for my invitation. What would happen when they found out? 
I didn’t care. 


Suddenly the line turned into North Station and lined up before the ticket 
window. Should I discreetly leave now? They could be getting tickets for 
Montreal or Nova Scotia for all I knew, but I soon discovered they were 
headed for Wellesley Hills, which was in my financial range and it wasn’t 
so far that I wouldn’t be able to get back to M.I.T. that night, like 
Cinderella, before my liberty would expire. 


We piled into a hot, sun-speckled railroad car, and the first thing we did 
was to open the stuck-tight windows. Then I sat down next to a window and 
watched the rest of the servicemen, shepherded by the two girl-guides, find 
their seats. I was curious to see who would sit next to me. 


A tall soldier, missing a chin, looked at the empty seat for a moment, 
then passed on, then a fat sailor who looked larger than the room available, 
glanced at me briefly, and passed on also. Just entering the car, I could see 
the face of another sailor, the sun through the window was just catching 
streaks of gold in his hair. As he came closer that gold quality spread over 
his whole body and I was offering a silent prayer. 


“Is this seat vacant?” he said. My prayer was answered. He had the 
pleasantest face I had seen since I had left California. I suddenly was very 
happy I had followed my impulse and had embarked on this mysterious 
journey. 


“No, it’s all yours,” I said. 


Unlike my slightly oversized jumper and trousers, his blues were crisply 
tailored (which was against regulations for us students), giving him that 
sharply, well-defined masculine outline that was adding a great deal of spice 
to the streets of the wartime cities. 


His eyes were deep blue, his hair was not ordinary, washed-out blond but 
streaked with shades of golden brown. Later on, I would see him smile and 
it was a smile that lit up all the space around him. 


“Do you know where we-all are going?” he asked and I detected a deep 
Southern background. 


“To Wellesley Hills is all I know.” 


“I was reading a magazine at the U.S.O., and I heard there was an 
excursion so I didn’t have anything to do so I just joined in.” 


The train was now moving out through the grey and brown freight yards 
into the newly minted green of the New England countryside. 


“Pm stationed on a destroyer in Boston Harbor. We just came in from 
New York last Wednesday. Oh, excuse me, let me introduce myself,” and 
from his wallet he took out a card which he placed in my hand. “I’m 
Gaylord Merriewether, the third.” 


At first my ears were stunned by just the sound of the name. Then my 
astonished eyes saw his words radiantly echoed on the engraved card 
“Gaylord Merriewether, III” the dark brown letters stood above the crisp 
white background. Almost reluctantly I slipped the card into my own wallet 
as if it were some rare, precious thing I wanted to look at forever. 


“Gaylord Merriewether, III” I repeated in my mind. They have so much 
imagination in the South when it comes to names. The card (it was really 
the first calling card that anyone had ever given me) was almost like a 
sorcerer’s key that could take one through the loud, hysterical present to a 
magnolia scented past where a hoop-skirted Scarlet was serving mint julips 
to her suitors on the veranda. 


And what kind of sailor is this, I thought, who hands out engraved calling 
cards to chance acquaintances? But the manner in which he did it, with his 
gentle smile, made it seem like the most natural thing you could think of. 


“But my friends call me Sonny,” he said, warmly shaking my hand. 


I was now dreading our arrival in Wellesley Hills, fearing anything that 
might end the possibility of our being warm friends. I now knew I would 
gladly trade the whole dormitory of M.I.T. engineers for this one soft- 
spoken second-class seaman, with his quiet Southern charm and the tanned 
beauty I suspected under his smooth-fitting tailor-mades. 


As he told me about Alabama, and his mother who played the cello and 
his uncle who went to school with William Faulkner, my brain was thinking 
of ways to get still closer to him, to somehow get him away to any private 
place where I could test the sweetness of those pink, smiling lips. If only it 
were night and I could try putting my hand upon his knees, I thought. How 
wonderful it would be just to hold his hand. 


But these were really only yearnings of an inexperienced sailor, who 
hardly dared show any of his actual carnal feelings, except, perhaps, with 
his eyes. They were hopes, no more, with little chance of fulfillment and I 
was Skilfully able to keep these crimson desires out of our discussion of the 
new musical on Broadway, the new movies and books. 


Was there really any basis for any of my romantic hopes? Was he gay? I 
wasn’t sure at all. Why should I assume that a good-looking Southern boy 
who liked all the right books and movies was gay? Then there was his 
name, it certainly was a gay name, but weren’t these fanciful uncommon 
names as common in the South as Southern Fried Chicken? Was it really 
fair of me to interpret his deep Southern charm as something still much 
deeper? 


“And last week in New York, I went backstage at the Plymouth theater 
and I met Miss Talullah Bankhead. You see my family knows her family 
very well—” 


Wasn’t this the clincher? What straight boy would go back stage to see 
the famous Taloo? And all the wild current Tallulah jokes popped into my 
mind. 


But I had no time to make sure, for the train was now chugging to a stop 
and our blue and khaki troup was now standing in the aisles, extricating 
their small bags from the overhanging racks, while outside I could see a 


whole mob of colorfully dressed people looking up at our car with 
anticipation. 


As soon as Sonny and I descended from the train to the platform, some 
eager hands of a smiling couple grabbed us and led us to a car parked on the 
side of the small railroad station. 


It seems that every month during the war, the town of Wellesley Hills 
would put aside a Sunday on which day the whole town opened its doors 
and entertained servicemen from nearby Boston. Each family in the town 
would choose two servicemen to entertain. The Leavises chose us. 


I was very impressed by the landscape on the way to the Leavis’s house. 
It was much different from the arid landscape around Los Angeles. Not a 
billboard in sight, or a used car lot. Just gently rolling green hills, and large 
shady trees, and clean houses with well-kept lawns and gardens. 


The Leavises seemed pleased with their choice of Sonny and myself. 
They knew they might have wound up with an Arkansas hick or a Brooklyn 
roughneck who would have been uncomfortable and bored in their tasteful, 
middle-class surroundings. 


Mr. Leavis was a tall, stringy man, a college graduate, a lawyer. He 
seemed to enjoy playing host to Sonny and me. 


“Would you like a cocktail before dinner?” he asked us. 

This was another first for me because my family never drank cocktails. 
“Sure,” I said in my new adventurous spirit. 

“A Manhattan, a Martini, or an Old-Fashioned?” 


I had no idea what any one of them were like and they all sounded 
interesting. I finally settled on the last, which sounded like the safest with 
which to start my new life as a sophisticated sailor-about-town. 


‘Pd like a Martini,” Sonny said, “and please make it very dry,” he added 
like a connoisseur. 


“This is my daughter, Barbara,” said Mrs. Leavis. “She was watching the 
roast when we came down to meet your train.” 


Barbara was а tall, healthy looking girl, attractive in her way, but not 
pretty. There was an open, wholesome quality about her. 


I realized Sonny wasn’t very tall when he stood up to meet her. She 
seemed almost to tower over him. 


“How would you like to play some tennis?” she asked us both. Then she 
looked at her father. “Isn’t there time enough for a short game before 
dinner, dad?” 


“Certainly, Barbara,” and he looked at both of us. 


“I don’t know how,” I said, embarrassed by my ignorance. Only rather 
wealthy people played tennis in California. 


She looked at Sonny. 


“Т d-d-don’t either,” Sonny said and for the first time I heard him 
stammer. While he was trying to get the word out, the rest of us looked 
downwards, as people do when someone else is stammering. But I was the 
first to look up again and look at Sonny and our eyes met. He looked 
embarrassed, but not only because he revealed this slight handicap, but as if 
he were revealing more and I suddenly felt a warm feeling of sympathy for 
him. 


But all thoughts of getting nearer to that shapely body, and those pink, 
sensuous lips, I had to forcibly push to the back of my mind, as I 
concentrated on my “straight” role with Barbara and her family. 


Only occasionally, with great caution, between the soup and the entree, 
over the coffee, did I allow myself a fleeting glimpse of Gaylord 
Merriewether, ІП, at which time I would offer another prayer to some gay 
god (Hermes?) for a miracle to eventually bring our bodies together. 


But I liked the Levises and they me. Despite our different backgrounds 
and social status, we met on a level of intelligence and culture and were 
able to interest and amuse each other. The dinner was a great success and 
Sonny and I were grateful for their hospitality, and they in turn were happy 
to do their small part for the war effort. 


After dinner we packed into the family sedan and drove down to the 
Town Hall where Wellesley Hills was giving a dance in honor of the 
visiting servicemen. 


The large room was swirling with pretty, fresh young girls and soldiers, 
all having a good time. 


Barbara introduced Sonny to her cousin Alice, a blond petite little thing, 
very pretty. I could tell by her smile that she liked Sonny. He took her hand 
and led her off into the revolving couples. They looked as perfectly 
matched as the fairy-tale prince and princess in the illustrations of a 
children’s book. 


While dancing with Barbara, I would watch the two of them, smiling at 
each other, enjoying the dancing and the music. How envious I was of her. 
Was I wrong to ever have had any hopes for him in the first place? Could he 
ever have been really interested in me? 


My fond romantic hopes for Sonny dwindled with each foxtrot and waltz. 
But it was a magical evening. Barbara and І got along fine, for I played my 
straight role well and every so often we would change partners with Alice 
and Sonny, and Alice would ask me many questions about him that I 
couldn’t answer. 


When the time came for me to leave, I exchanged addresses with Sonny 
and the Leavises, but I knew his ship was sailing in a couple of days and I 
wouldn’t be able to leave the dormitory for a week. But he shook my hand 
very warmly. I had to content myself with that. 


But I wasn’t too sad. Frustration and I were good friends and Sonny was 
really only part of a very enjoyable, beautiful day in my life. I said goodbye 
to Barbara and her parents and headed back to the Navy dormitory in 
Cambridge, a much happier person than when I had left it that morning. 


кж ж 


Was it my meeting with Gaylord Merriewether, ІП, that brought on the 
overwhelming discontent with my life at M.I.T.? Did that one romantic, 
colorful day make the long hours of Dynamics and Kinetics and Integral 
Calculus seem so unbearably drab that I had to take drastic steps to change 


them? Did my dream of all the possible Gaylords out there, tossing on the 
ocean in battleships and destroyers, all seeking the love and affection that 
only someone like myself could give, make me decide once and for all to 
leave this dull school? 


A World War was going on with all the adventure, the fighting, the loving 
—and here I was stuck in warm, airless classrooms, memorizing long lists 
of formulas, equations and theories all as meaningless to me as the 
mountains on Mars. At one time during this war, I actually feared one day 
of being killed in battle, but now I feared much more being murdered by 
boredom. The whole sweep of history was passing me by while I was 
wasting away with boredom. 


The V-12 College Officer Preparation Program had some rather odd rules 
concerning leaving it. It was much more difficult to get out than to get in. I 
could not simply appear before the Captain of the station and say “Sir, I’m 
infinitely bored with your outfit. I do not want to be a Naval officer. I would 
like to get out of this place as soon as possible.” 


No. Honesty was not the best policy. One had to flunk out. One had to 
cut classes, do no assignments, fail all the tests. It was a case where it paid 
to be dishonest. 


So I pulled up the drawbridge of my mind and let no more engineering 
facts and figures cross through. As a flunk-out, I was gloriously successful. 
By the end of the term I had failed every one of my courses, and was 
allowed to leave the depressing ivyless walls of M.I.T. and join the living 
world. 


I had no regrets as I boarded the bus with other happy flunk-outs, taking 
me away from that cold and heartless place, to the Fargo building, a Naval 
Installation in the city of Boston. Here I would wait until I could be 
transferred to permanent duty somewhere else. 


Not one day passed before I patted myself on the back for the wise 
change that I had made. There was an exciting stir about the place, and 
around every corner there was a good-looking sailor for me to look at and 
ponder about. And the food was fabulous. I was eating steak and chicken 
and ice cream. It was a welcome change from the gooey, almost unpalatable 
meals served in the dingy basement at М.І.Т. 


And suddenly, after all of my lonely days, wandering through the gloomy 
halls of Cambridge, thinking that I was the only gay boy in the whole 
university, in all the Bay area, for that matter, suddenly, I had friends, 
friends with inclinations like my own. 


I soon knew many boys who took the bus with me to the downtown 
section where we would have dinner together, then visit the bars that I never 
before knew existed. And often there were parties where I would meet 
civilians and servicemen, all like myself. 


One of my great friends was Bill Bronson. It would be hard to tell that he 
was gay. His face was that of a sea captain, lined and craggy, his build was 
very large and he was a first-class gunner’s mate, which is about the 
butchest rating in the Navy. We got along from the start. He thought I was 
very witty. 


He had a lover at the time, a thin brunette boy with bulging blue eyes 
surrounded by a forest of black lashes. I suspected he was giving Bill a lot 
of trouble. Somehow or other, I dubbed this boy “Mildred”, and this 
endeared me to Bill forever. He thought it a stroke of genius and very witty. 
The poor fellow was called “Mildred” from then on. 


Bill told me that he had told his mother all about himself. I had never 
heard of any gay kid doing this and I wondered why. 


“T love my mother very much,” he said “and I want to spend a lot of time 
with her. I want her to meet my friends. She’s very important to me and I 
don’t want to shut her out. Besides, she has been a registered nurse and is 
fairly wise about such things.” 


“How did she take it when you first told her?” I asked. 


“Oh, very well. I told her everything. I introduced her to my lover. I’ve 
had all of my friends over to meet her. Which reminds me, can you have 
dinner with us this Saturday night?” 


“Sure,” I said and that Saturday night I went with Bill and “Mildred” and 
another friend out to the Boston suburbs to have dinner at Bill’s home. 


I had never before met a mother who “knew”. In fact, I had met no 
woman at all who “knew”. In my mind I had expected Bill’s mother to look 


quite sophisticated, to seem much younger than she was, to smoke a lot and 
go out dancing and drinking every night—someone like Bette Davis, I 
suppose. 


So I was quite surprised when we walked up the steps of the small 
wooden frame house to be greeted by a tiny, delicate woman with iron-grey 
hair, glasses and a voice with little cracks in it. She was more like Ma 
Perkins than Bette Davis. 


Somehow, I didn’t enjoy this situation—this good little woman serving 
us roast chicken and mashed potatoes, while her son and friends giggled 
about the bars and cruising and the last big party. Against her will, she had 
been thrust into this strange new world, and she wasn’t happy in it. I was 
glad when the evening was over. 


But the friend I remember most of all from the Fargo Building was Allen 
Goldstein, a Yeoman 1% class who worked with me in the office on the first 
floor. 


I was not physically attracted to him (though sometimes I think I might 
have been if he had shown any physical interest in me). But I was greatly 
intrigued by the combination in him of intellectuality and decadence. He 
was a Clever boy, one could tell that, but one felt he was using his 
cleverness for somewhat evil means. 


And he liked me in an odd way. He enjoyed introducing me to his many 
exotic friends in Boston. He liked having me as his combination confidante 
and protégé. 


In many ways I was naive when I met Allen. I had had no real love affair, 
few affairs of any kind, only occasional one night stands, none of which 
were very rewarding. 


I was waiting for a Prince Charming, I guess. A gay Gaylord 
Merriewether, sweet and handsome who would fall madly in love with me 
and take me off to his beautiful palace where we would live happily ever 
after. But so far, I was only waiting. Very little was actually happening to 
me. 


Allen was the first who told me about “trade”. He was the first to tell me 
about the whole world of men, not gay, whom you could desire and even 
love. But they wouldn’t love back, they might even hate you back. Yet there 
was some sort of satisfaction from the short loan of their indifferent body. 


Before this I never conceived of cruising a boy who was walking with a 
girl, or thought of propositioning a rough-looking soldier who on the 
surface looked more like he would beat you up than allow you to make love 
to him. I considered all these men to be in forbidden territory. Now, through 
Allen, I learned many of these “normal men” were willing and available. 
You just had to ask. 


Of course there were risks and dangers, and I suspected Allen had had a 
few unhappy encounters previously, but this was all part of the game which 
he appeared to enjoy immensely. 


He would tell me many tales of boys he met in streets, parks, toilets, 
movies of adventures underneath the grandstand of a high school stadium 
while the game was doing on, and of another in broad daylight behind some 
bushes in the park. 


Sometimes he would wait in a hotel lobby late at night and see a young 
marine going to the desk for his key. Allen would get in the same elevator 
with the marine and get out with him at his floor. 


“No one likes going alone into an empty hotel room late at night,” he told 
me. 


The marine would turn the key in his door, suddenly aware of the sailor 
standing near him. 


“Like a blow job?” Allen would ask. 


The marine would be taken aback for a second but then he would look at 
Allen and think “Jesus, this kid doesn’t look queer at all. Sure I like women, 
but where were they all tonight?” 


“O.K.” he would say, (“It’s better than jerking off,’ he would think) 
letting Allen enter the room with him. And next morning Allen would have 
another story to tell me. 


Не was really very clever. He even had а place where he could take his 
“tricks”, a three-story house just a few blocks from the Common. Two of 
his friends lived there, Harvard College Instructors who were called “The 
Peters”. One was Peter Blanchard and the other Peter Peterson. Blanchard 
was as thin as a famine victim with bluish, parchment-like skin and tiny 
brown eyes. Peterson was a wild man, rather handsome, who thought 
nothing of opening the front door to greet an utter stranger when he was 
absolutely nude. 


Allen was allowed to bring tricks up to the third floor bedroom on the 
condition that every so often, he would leave one on the first floor for “the 
Peters”. The tricks were mostly other sailors, young, sometimes drunk, all 
unable to find girls, settling for Allen’s, quick, one-sided love. 


He would often go away for weekends in New York and on Monday he 
would give me all of the details of his good time. They fascinated me at 
first, they were such a contrast to my quiet existence, but after awhile they 
began to sound all alike (though I never doubted they were true). 


I tried to adopt a superior attitude to him. I would say to myself that he 
was a Vile, unfeeling animal, that the unemotional sex that he liked was so 
meaningless, so far apart from love or real pleasure. But these stories were 
working on my famished libido and I knew that I actually was becoming 
jealous of him and his adventures. 


“I had two soldiers, a sailor and a marine,” he proudly told me one 
Monday, after getting back from New York City. “One soldier in the shower 
at the Y, the other soldier behind the bus depot, the sailor in a T-room near 
the park, and the marine in the back of a movie house.” 


This conversation was actually hurting me. I wish I could accuse him of 
lying, or say he was really boring me but I didn’t say anything. I listened for 
more. 


“The second soldier was a real beauty, built like a horse”, he said (and I 
remembered Bill Bronson’s statement about Allen: “The only trouble with 
Goldstein is that he’s in love with Heinz’s 57 varieties of pickles.”) 


More than a week later Allen came over to where I was working at a 
typewriter. 


“Look at this,” һе said waving a letter. “Remember the sailor I told you 
about that I had in the T-room? He wrote me a letter. He wants to see me 
next weekend.” 


At that moment, I didn’t want to see Allen or his letter. I didn’t want to 
hear any more about his seamy adventures. I was afraid of him and his 
adventures. І still wanted my own true love. I turned my head away but he 
went on. 


“He was a пісе kid but not my type. You know what he wanted me to do? 
He wanted me to screw him right there in the John. Yeah!! Me screw him!! 
He begged me to do it. Now he says he loves me. Here, read it.” 


I didn’t want to hear or believe what he said or read the nasty letter, but I 
took it in my hand anyway. My fingers could feel the expensive linen paper. 
The handwriting was in long artistic strokes but I didn’t look at the words, 
or the sentences. I was looking at the letterhead, the beautiful, curved, 
embossed deep brown letters and I felt a pain in my heart as I saw what 
they spelled—Gaylord Merriewether, III. 


SMILE! 


I must say I’ve never liked his pictures very much. He has some great 
models, but he is very indifferent to poses and lighting, and his boys are 
always smiling, and smiling pictures don’t wear very well. They are all 
well-built boys, his models, just my type in fact, but through his lenses they 
all come out somehow looking dirty. 


In the magazines he went by the name of Archimedes (which was totally 
wrong for him as a personality, I discovered later), and as a physique 
photographer he must have been doing fairly well, I thought, for you would 
see his smiling boys in almost every male magazine on the newsstands. 
After being in this business myself for a little while, however, I discovered 
this coverage really meant very little. The magazine could be plastered with 
his pictures while he, himself, was starving. 


I first heard of him, personally, through a model of my own (you must 
have gathered by now that I also am a physique photographer) Jimmy 
Shaw, a boy with a rather thin, pale body but a strikingly handsome Irish 
face. It was after a posing session, and I just happened to ask Jimmy if he 
had ever met Archimedes. 


“That creep. I’d like to mash up that face of his,” he said while putting on 
his trousers. 


Jimmy was a very pleasant, good-natured boy, but unfortunately not too 
bright. Though actually not the type to harm a flea (when he was sober, 
anyway) he was always in some kind of trouble. At the time, he was out on 
bail, having no less than three trials pending. 


“Pm having a beer at Murphy’s, you know the hustler joint on eighth 
avenue, just minding my business and he sidles up to me, ‘Hi ya, Jimmy,’ 
he says ‘Long time no see. Say, do you want to earn twenty bucks?’ Just 
like that he says it. ‘How?’ I say (I was flat broke at the time, just did thirty 
days in the Tombs) ‘See that guy over there?’ and he points to a john 
looking over at me at the end of the bar. ‘He likes you.’ Well I need the 
money so I go with this guy up to his hotel room. He seems regular enough, 
kind of big, in his fifties. He had a bottle of Seagrams and we have a drink 


апа he starts playing around with me and then we get undressed. You know, 
the usual thing. I get on the bed and relax waiting for him. Then he comes 
over to me with that thing of his looking like a big hammer and says “Turn 
over.’ I say ‘What?’ He says “Turn on your belly.’ I say “‘Whaddya mean?’ 
but I knew what he meant. He wanted to screw me!! I told him ‘You got me 
wrong, Mister, I don’t do that. I’ve never done it, and I ain’t gonna start 


» 


now. 
Jimmy sounded as indignant as Queen Victoria. 


“Tt wasn’t the john’s fault, it was Eddie’s. The bastard guaranteed this 
guy I would roll over. I tell you the next time I see him, I’m gonna do a 
professional job on that face of his.” 


I don’t believe that Jimmy ever carried out this threat because the next 
week I got a telephone call. 


“This is Eddie Polucci.” 
“Who?” 


“Т hear you take good pictures. I take pictures too. I go by the name of 
Archimedes.” It seems Jimmy quickly got over his grievance against Eddie 
and showed him some of the pictures that I had taken of him. Jimmy was 
annoyed that Eddie wasn’t interested in him as a model and he wanted to 
show Eddie that other photographers were. 


“Pd like to meet you. I like helping new photographers. Maybe we could 
do business with each other. Bring over some of your stuff.” 


“O.K.” I said. I had been in this business for only a few weeks and I 
could well use any help or suggestions and I was curious as to what this 
man was like. But, already I wanted to be careful of being “screwed” by 
him myself. 


He lived in a small, dark apartment right off Times Square, sparsely 
furnished with furniture of the “contemporary” period. On the wall was an 
oil painting of a toreador in the number painting style. I saw no evidence of 
any photographic equipment. Perhaps he took his pictures in a separate 
studio. 


He was sitting at a table under a dim light, methodically inserting folders 
into addressed envelopes. They were advertising folders, I gathered, going 


to the customers who bought pictures. It surprised me. I thought he was 
doing well enough to have someone else do this menial labor for him. 


I was also surprised at his appearance. He was much younger than I 
expected and attractive in an odd way. He had a dark, moon-shaped face 
and large, sad, moon-shaped eyes that tilted up at you like a questioning 
child’s. 


“You didn’t expect me to look like this, did you?” he said, rather 
enjoying my surprise. “Some people think I could be a model myself,” and 
he could have been if he weren’t so chunky. “Did you bring any of your 
pictures?” 


I gave him the blue loose-leaf album I had brought with me. It contained 
what I thought were the best of my photographs, most of them shots taken 
in the New Jersey countryside. He looked over each of them carefully, 
seeming to like them. 


“Very good.Very good. You want to sell any of them?” 
“No.” 


“I didn’t think so, as I hear you’re starting your own business. You’re not 
doing this full time are you?” 


“No, I have a job during the day.” 


“That’s good, for to be honest with you there isn’t much money in this 
racket. In fact, if you were smart you’d get out of it right now when you’re 
ahead of the game. You work your ass off taking pictures, filling orders and 
wind up with just a lot of grief.” 


He placed a pile of filled envelopes to one side and started inserting more 
folders into a new group of empty ones. 


“Have you met any of the other physique photographers? Well, take it 
from me they’re a lot of bitches, all of them. I’ve had dealings with ‘em all, 
and they’re a real evil lot. Did you ever meet Mark Antonius? That’s his 
current name, before that it was He-Male Studio, before that Volcano 
Enterprises. He thinks he’s the Michelangelo of physique photography just 
because he once was a second-rate painter. He thinks his shit smells like 
Chanel No. 5 and then there’s Willy Kapek who has his own 
magazine, Mighty, well that one thinks—” 


Апа оп and on. I felt as if he had been holding all this garbage in himself 
for a month and now had to spew out everything to me. He went down the 
list of all his “friends” giving me detailed grievances about each. It seemed 
insane to me, for I had supposed he had wanted me as a business colleague, 
yet with every word he spoke, he was giving me an impression of his utter 
undependability. Doesn’t he realize in the nasty picture he paints of every 
one he knows, he is really showing me a full-blown portrait of himself? 


“Т guess you heard I got busted? Yeah, well I did. I had a big party at my 
place, my other place, for the police, a lovely search party. They spent three 
hours going through everything, like they were hunting for gold. I would 
have sworn I was clean, but a damn faggot planted thirty pictures in the 
stove of my kitchen, and that was all they needed. They cleaned me out, 
cameras, lights, negatives, everything. The only thing they left me, thank 
God, was my mailing list. But I don’t even have a place now to bring a 
model to photograph,” and he looked up at me, seeing if I got the point. 


This seemed odd. He had been in the business for almost five years now. 
I thought that he should know someone besides myself, an absolute 
stranger, who had a studio he could use. Then I remembered the diatribe he 
had just delivered against the whole beefcake industry. He undoubtedly had 
completely run out of all his friends. 


“You see, you let me use your studio and equipment and I can help you 
out in other ways. What do you think of my models?” 


“Some of them are very good,” I said. 


“Well, I could introduce you to a few.” I doubted right then whether he 
would ever do this. A good model is a precious commodity, and most 
photographers keep them very close to themselves. Any model he would 
send over to me would be one he’d decided to discard already. 


“Which models of mine do you like?” 


“Oh, they’re all good ones, I guess,” I said, trying not to sound too 
interested. 


“But which one? Jimmy London, Duke Smith, Georgie Prince?” He 
looked at me closely, and I tried not to show how much I could be 
interested in each one he mentioned. 


“Oh, they’re all good, I think.” 


“Ртп sure I can get Duke Smith to pose for you. Do you like him? Would 
you like to go to bed with him? I hear he’s wild in bed, but I’ve never had 
him myself. He’s great for pictures, good definition, a good poser, but in 
bed I like ‘em big, you know what I mean, big down here. For pictures, 
muscles, but for bed I like the big ones. I just want ‘em to strip, lie on the 
couch, let me do them — then out they go, goodbye Charlie. None of this 
love stuff for me. ГІІ do two, three, sometimes four tricks a night—” 


It sounded like a card game. 


“—_but just once for each, then Гуе had it. I’m not one of those faggots 
who wants to get ‘married’ and all that crap...” 


Why was he going on like this to me, his trapped audience, as if just 
expressing his feelings, justified them. On and on he went, while I wavered 
between repellent fascination and acute boredom. There was something 
insane about his talk, not in what he said, but the way he said it. The 
machine gun torrent of nasty thoughts and words was smelling up the room. 
I was a stranger he had grabbed by the lapel to tell me that the world was on 
fire. Should I consider having dealings with this madman at all? 


“What you doing about a brochure?” 
“T haven’t thought of it yet.” 


“Well, you better start getting one together soon. Here, take a copy of 
mine; it should give you some ideas. Try and have it ready by next week, 
and ГЇЇ see about getting it printed for you.” This was very generous of 
him. It would help me a lot, for most New York printers were very leery of 
handling any physique material. 


“Call me up next week,” he said, “or ГІІ call you.” 


Perhaps I should have cut off our relations right then and there. I 
certainly had enough warnings about him from other people, and I could see 
for myself the difficulties in doing much business with him. 


But I was curious. I have always been interested in characters like Eddie, 
individualists, taking their lives and doing strange and unusual things with 
them, making up their own moral code as they went along. 


Here he was living in the heart of the capital of the world, yet he seemed 
to be immune to all that was going on about him. I was certain he never 


went to а Broadway show or а concert hall, never read a book or looked at a 
painting. His whole world was bars, photos and sex. 


He was actually living in an extremely small town, bounded by hustlers 
on the west, johns on the east, photos on the south, the police on the north. 
And this eerie nightlife he was living affected him physically. There was 
something of the zombie about him. 


I learned later he had a very set daily routine. He woke up about 4 p.m., 
had coffee at a luncheonette frequented by sailors who were in town, then 
he would make the rounds of two or three hustler bars, on the lookout for 
tricks or possible models. He would sit for hours in a dark booth, nursing 
one or two beers for an evening. Finally he would take a slow cruise down 
Times Square to 4274 street, looking over the boys leaning against the 
drugstores and cafeterias, seeing if there was any new material that had 
drifted in from Ohio or Florida looking for five or ten and a place to stay for 
the night. (It was great sport for Eddie trying to get out of paying them at 
all.) 


I telephoned Eddie a couple of weeks later. My brochure was ready to 
show him. He sounded very friendly and told me to meet him at his 
apartment at six o’clock. 


I rang his bell at five minutes before six, but there was no answer. I 
waited ten minutes in the hall, then I walked down the stairs to stand in 
front of the building where I, at least, could pass the time watching the 
people walk by. 


I guess no one likes waiting for someone else. The person keeping you 
waiting, even though he may not mean it, is giving you over so slight a slap 
on the face for every minute he’s late. 


Another ten minutes went by. I climbed up the stairs to check that I had 
knocked at the right apartment. I had. Another ten minutes went by. Well, 
this is it, I said to myself, it’s just as well that I break off the whole thing 
right now. I started to leave. Then I heard footsteps at the bottom of the 
Stairs, then voices. 


“Have a little patience, buddy.” It was Eddie’s voice. “We’ll soon be 
there, don’t worry.” 


Не was walking up the stairs with a tall red-headed sailor dressed іп 
Navy whites. The sailor looked rather lost and worried. 


“This is Red,” Eddie said to me. “It’s his first time in the big city.” 


The boy nodded. I shook his soft, damp hand. The percentage of 
handsome red-headed boys is very slim, somehow, and this boy was 
definitely not among the winners. If he had been some other complexion he 
might have got by, but as a red-head his face looked like a pink pudding 
with no features. His tall body might pass, however, and in his tightly fitting 
whites, he looked as if he met Eddie’s bed requirement. 


“Ртп sorry I’m late, friend,” Eddie said, not sounding so. “But if couldn’t 
be helped.” He opened the door to his apartment. There was a strong odor 
of stale beer about him. 


“The heads in there. Red,” he said and the boy disappeared therein. 


“Ртп sorry for keeping you waiting, friend, but I’ve been trying to get at 
this kid for the last two hours, and I just couldn’t let him get away. What do 
you think of him?” 


“He’s not my type,” I said, boiling. 


“Didn’t you get a look at his equipment?” He was assuming that my 
tastes were exactly the same as his. “I told him I’m going to use him as a 
model, that I’m going to get him into all of the magazines,” and he laughed. 
“I’m not going to do it, of course, I wouldn’t waste the film, but that’s what 
they all like to hear. No matter how homely a kid is, he still thinks he’s 
good-looking enough to get in a magazine.” He was saying all of this very 
proudly. “See, ГЇ] tell him that I have to first get a look at his muscular 
development before I decide, then once he’s undressed ГІ show him some 
hot pictures I have—” 


“Of boys?” I asked. 
“No, of course not, of girls. Do you think I’d pick up a queer sailor?” 


Red came out of the bathroom buttoning up the fly of his pants. He still 
looked ill at ease and glanced over at the door, as if it were a possible 
escape hatch. It obviously was his first time in a situation like this and I felt 
rather sorry for him. 


“АРІ be with you in a minute, buddy,” Eddie said, and then took my 
envelope and quickly looked over the brochure that I had prepared. 


“Very good,” he said, “very good. ГІІ see about getting it printed next 
week. I might be calling you on Saturday. I’m supposed to see a model of 
mine from Jersey, and I’d like to bring him to your place. He’s a real doll. 
ГІІ give you a call.” He was anxious for me to get out of there and I left, 
still rather angry. 


I live in Greenwich Village which the tourists still think is the heart of the 
wild bohemian life of New York. This is hardly true anymore, for the steady 
9 to 5 workers of the city have discovered the great convenience of this 
neighborhood, and their willingness to pay higher rents have forced the less 
reliable bohemian elements to leave. 


My apartment house is actually a great fortress of respectability. It is 
inhabited mostly by middle-aged spinsters, holding down good secretarial 
jobs, whose only possible vice might be their solitary drinking. My 
apartment is the last hold-out in the building for the artist’s life, due to my 
photography, my young models, and some other of my rather exotic friends. 


Because of my inquisitive, conservative landlady, intent on preserving 
the square atmosphere of the building, I’ve had to be quite careful, warning 
all of my friends and models not to make any noise coming up the stairs, 
and above all not to disturb this landlady, Mrs. Carpaccio, who guards the 
building from her first floor apartment like a female Cerebrus. 


On Saturday morning I received a call from Eddie that he would soon be 
over with his Jersey model. I carefully warned him then to be very quiet on 
the stairs. 


I proceeded to straighten up the place, clearing the area where we could 
take the pictures, checking the lights and the cameras. I was very curious to 
see how Eddie worked and what his model was like. 


At 12:30 the buzzer rang down below. I pushed the answering bell that 
was next to my door which allowed my visitors to open the door at the 
street level. Then I opened my apartment door, ready to greet Eddie as he 
came up the steps. 


I heard a commotion that sounded like a herd of charging buffaloes. This 
was more than Eddie and one model; it sounded like a whole high school 


being let out, ог the end of World War ІП! 


I looked down at the floor below me. One of my spinster neighbors had 
opened her door to see what all the noise was about. She stood there in her 
bathrobe looking frightened. 


Eddie finally reached my level, not with one boy but four, all under 
sixteen and all making as much noise as they could. 


“T wasn’t prepared for no mountain climbing,” one was saying. 
“When are they getting chair-lifts for this place?” another said. 


“Why didn’t you tell me you live six flights ир,” Eddie said angrily, 
breathing hard. “I’m not use to all these stairs. And tell me who is that bitch 
on the first floor? She asked me where I was going, and I told her it was 
none of her damn business.” 


I felt like throwing him down the six flights of stairs that very minute. 


“You said you were bringing one model, Eddie, not four,” I told him 
loudly, “and I told you not to make any noise on the stairs.” 


“Calm down, buddy, calm down. Ronnie’s friends came along for the 
ride so I thought they might as well come up instead of waiting all the time 
in the car.” 


I know I should have ordered him and his mob out of the place right then 
and there, but the damage had been done, it wouldn’t help anything to chase 
them out now, and just glancing over them quickly, in their jeans and T- 
shirts, one in Bermuda shorts, I could see one boy was fair, two were 
absolute dolls, and the last one was an exceptionally attractive young boy. 


“Hey where’s the bathroom, I gotta take a leak,” the boy with blond hair 
in the Bermuda shorts was saying. 


A dark Italian boy with sharp eyes was carefully surveying the place and 
said, “This ain’t a bad pad you got here. How much rent do you pay?” 


“Have you got any water? I could lap up a lake,” another one was saying. 


I was having a time answering their questions, getting them drinks, and 
keeping them quiet. With the five of them running around my not very large 
apartment, still yelling their heads off, making too much noise, and my 
worrying about what Mrs. Carpuccio and the whole building was thinking 
about the goings on in 7D, my mind was whirling about like a dizzy top. 


“O.K., boys,” Eddie said, “strip,” and they all started undressing as if the 
order came from their barracks Sargeant. 


“But I thought only one was going to model?” I said. 


“As long as they’re all here, we might as well take some shots of them 
all.” 


Piles of pants and T-shirts and socks accumulated on the chairs and on 
the floor, as round, smooth, shiny young limbs began to appear. I was 
calming down now. Each of the boys was quite attractive in his way, and I 
thought of all the possibilities that might happen after the posing session 
was over. But these things seldom turn out, I warned myself. 


Ronnie Blake, now observing his nude body in the mirror, was a blond 
boy with a rather good body, but a bland, uninteresting face. Johnny 
Antonelli, puzzling over a posing strap, was a tall kid with a great deal of 
vitality and well-shaped sinewy limbs, but his nose was large and would 
undoubtedly be a problem to photograph. Peter Domingues, taking a piss in 
the john, had a superb, well-developed body and dark, sparkling eyes. I 
could tell he would be very photogenic. He, I could tell, was the boy that 
Eddie was most interested in. 


But the last boy, Danny Johnson, wandering around the apartment in 
shorts, was a fine looking fellow. Not as muscular as the others, but I could 
see he had a natural grace, beautiful proportions, an intelligence that the 
other boys lacked. 


“O.K., Ronnie and Johnny Antonelli,” Eddie said, “Pl use you first. Get 
on the platform.” Dressed in their posing straps, they walked over to the 
small wooden platform that I had placed before my large window where the 
early afternoon sun was streaming in. 


“Where are your lights?” Eddie asked me. 

“T have this one flood light,” I said. 

“Ts that all? Don’t you have any electronic flashes?” 

“No. But there’s actually plenty of light here from the sun.” 


“The sun?! That’s all you use, the sun?” He sounded as if it were very 
unprofessional of me to use only the sun. 


“Well, we’ll have to make it do,” he said unhappily. “Now, Ronnie, flex 
your muscles and turn toward me. Yeah, that’s it. Now smile. Smile. Yeah, 
that’s it. Good. Now turn around and ГІ take a back shot.” One after 
another he had them turn mechanically this way and that. It was obvious 
that each of these were stiff, awkward poses he had used many times 
before. 


While he was having them act like big strong men, I was watching 
Danny Johnson. I would have like to take him aside, to give him my card. 
Even if I were never able to photograph him myself, even if I were never 
able to go to bed with him, I would like to know him, to become his friend. 
He was such a rare, beautiful boy. I wouldn’t see another like him for a long 
time. 


He knew I was looking at him and that I was interested in him, but I 
could see that he didn’t like it; it embarrassed him before his other friends. 
He would avert his eyes from mine to watch Eddie directing his buddies. I 
could tell that he liked Eddie. 


“Keep on working out, Antonelli. Especially on your lats. Build them up 
and then you’ll be really great,” Eddie said and then turned toward me. 
“You see how I handle them? You see how they look up to me? Like an 
elder brother.” 


And it was true. I could see they trusted him. He easily entered into their 
young frisky world and became one of them, which I could never do. No 
matter how much I might try, I would always be an outsider with these kids, 
these boys I liked so much. 


He finally was taking pictures of Danny. The boy had never modeled 
before, but standing there in a relaxed pose with the sunlight playing over 
his smooth, supple limbs, he looked like a young Grecian athlete before a 
race. 


“Now flex your muscles, Danny,” Eddie said, “Look like Hercules.” 


The boy felt awkward. He tried looking like a strongman, but he just 
looked foolish. Just take a picture of him as he is, I wanted to tell Eddie. 
You’re letting all of his natural beauty pass you by. 


“Now smile!” Eddie said “Smile!” 


“Т can’t, Eddie,” the boy said, as if this were an actual flaw іп his 
character. 


“C’mon try.” There are many people who cannot smile on cue. 


They can only smile when they actually mean it, when they are actually 
sincere. 


The boy tried. It looked forced, like a piece of cheap costume jewellery 
instead of the real thing. But Eddie took the picture anyway. 


I took Eddie aside. “This boy has great possibilities,” I told him. “You 
could make a star out of him if you tried.” 


He looked at me curiously. “You like him?” he said. “Would you like to 
trick him? I know he could use the money.” Eddie quickly looked at me 
rather amused. I had never heard that expression before, but I knew what he 
meant. 


Here, in a way, my wish was being answered. I would love to have gone 
to bed with that boy, and I would have been willing to pay for it. But did 
Eddie really mean what he was saying? Could he arrange it? Was he 
actually just trying to put me on his level? The boy was only sixteen which 
could mean trouble, and then I knew he really didn’t like me. But my main 
reason for not saying “yes” was that by doing so I would be giving Eddie a 
power over me, a power that I thought might be dangerous. I looked at him 
straight in the face and said “no”. After that I just sat quietly on the 
sidelines, not saying another word until the posing session was over. 


He handled his models well, talking to them on their own level, much 
better than I ever could. And I thought of all the young, handsome, athletic 
boys that paraded before his unseeing eyes and his haphazard camera, that 
passed through his automatic bed, he not able to really appreciate any of 
them, letting all of these rare jewels slip through his fingers, like so much 
sand. 


What I wouldn’t have given to have known, to have loved only a small 
portion of the many, many young handsome boys that he had known. I 
thought of the affection that I could give them, the appreciation—but this 
type that I liked so much were never interested in me. 


The session was finally over. I had given up any hope of anything more 
happening. There were too many, they were under age, and I didn’t have the 


money. Eddie and his young colts bolted down the stairs, and I was alone, 
exhausted, thinking about the tumultuous time that had just passed. 


Eddie broke with me after that. I didn’t know quite why. I presume he 
found another, more practical studio that he could use, with the lights and 
equipment he wanted. It was just as well, for I knew I wouldn’t be able to 
survive many sessions like the last. A week later he sent back my brochure. 
He couldn’t get it printed after all. 


A while afterwards I saw a couple of pictures of Danny Johnson in one of 
the magazines. They didn’t come out very well. They were the pictures with 
the forced poses, the smile. No one would ever have guessed what a 
remarkable boy he was. I hoped that I might see him around the city 
sometime, but I actually never saw him again. Which I adjusted to. He 
quickly joined many other remarkable, unobtainable boys in my Scrapbook 
of Many Frustrations. 


A friend of mine, another physique photographer, was having some 
business dealings with Archimedes. Although not an obvious fellow, he 
liked using the third person feminine when referring to very special 
characters he knew. 


“She’s mad, really mad. I don’t know how she gets from one day to the 
next. I had to really lay her out the other day. She gives me a $75.00 check 
dated 1967. But it still doesn’t stop her from getting her claws into the 
prettiest things in town. You should see her latest number, unbelievable, 
absolutely unbelievable. This boy is going to be in the movies, and I swear 
he’s going to be a big star, I swear it. And you just should hear her carry on 
whenever I mention your name. She yells and screams and turns the most 
violent shade of red.” 


“But why, I hardly knew him, I just saw him three times, no more,” I 
said, rather surprised and amused at the same time. 


“She says she went to all the trouble of bringing four beautiful models up 
to your place, and then you don’t have any lights. She claims that you 
ruined the whole session.” 


Every so often, after I would take in one of the late movies on 4204 
Street, I would see Eddie slowly walking down this famous avenue of boys. 
I’m not sure whether he saw me or not. If he did, he showed no sign. Our 
eyes would meet, but I would see absolutely no sign of recognition. I don’t 


think that he was cutting me. I just think he has no memory for faces. I’m 
not a model or a john, why should he remember me? 


The last time I saw him sauntering and rather lonely among the vast 
crowd, something odd struck me about him. He’s one of the few people I’ve 
ever known with absolutely no sense of humor. It’s very funny, I thought, 
he himself never, never smiles. 


THE SPANISH BOYS 


Spain. What did this sound mean to me? How many times for how many 
years had this short syllable tapped in my brain? How many pictures, 
colored, still, moving had I seen of this country—corny pictures of 
haciendas, mantillas, strumming guitars on one level, pictures of quiet, 
dignified people, simple, beautiful architecture on another. On still a third 
level I was told of an inexpensive land where handsome young boys were 
readily available. What would the country really be like? Would reality 
match any of these colorful pictures? 


There was a light drizzle as I drove along the unfinished highway toward 
Barcelona. The scenery was far from impressive, barren and grey. The land 
itself wasn’t as well tended as that in France and Germany. The buildings 
were either going to ruin or only half built. Many thin dark men in ragged, 
cement-caked clothing were carrying planks and cement to unfinished 
structures which didn’t seem to have much of a chance of becoming much 
of anything when finished. 


Before seeing how Barcelona fitted into my mind’s picture of Spain, I 
found a room near the busy waterfront. I picked out a small hotel from a 
sign I saw outside a window. It was a hotel of fifteen rooms or so, 
occupying one floor of an office building. The price was reasonable, and it 
was a large, spacious room with a high ceiling, a tiled floor and a balcony 
overlooking a narrow back street. It was perhaps the best room I had during 
my whole European trip. During the day I could look down the street and 
see a small square, and across from me I could see an office filled with old 
immense law books. 


It felt good to take a long, hot bath and then a nap in the clean, 
comfortable bed. I like hotel rooms, even bad ones. I like examining their 
character and comparing them to others I have lived in. I like thinking of all 
the people that have been in the room before me. I also like the idea that as 
soon as I tire of a hotel room, I can just pack my bag and leave. 


After my nap, I dressed in slacks and a sportshirt and walked outside to 
take a closer look at Barcelona. 


From my first views of it, I liked it. It was more relaxed than Paris, not 
quite so overwhelmed by tourists. And the tourists were welcome here, they 
became a part of the city, instead of unwanted bystanders. I didn’t have to 
worry about being in the proper attire as І did in Paris. І could wear my 
informal clothes and amble up the Ramblas feeling perfectly relaxed, as if 
in some way the city also belonged to me. 


The Ramblas is the Broadway of Barcelona, the noisiest, busiest street of 
the city. On both sides are many shops, selling discount watches, 
inexpensive tailored suits and restaurants and movies, all crowded together 
with a narrow sidewalk in front of them. In the center of the street is a long 
promenade lined with huge, shady trees. All day and night one would see 
tourists, American sailors and poor Spaniards walking up and down the 
promenade, looking for friends, looking for excitement, while on both sides 
of the street would be lines of yellow taxis impatiently honking. 


Above the Ramblas, the city became elegant. Water fountains bloomed in 
the square; the streets and sidewalks became wider; large modern apartment 
houses appeared. Even the people changed. The dark, handsome men in 
their smartly tailored suits were much taller, more aristocratic looking than 
their maroon-shirted breathren near the waterfront. 


The city was actually split in two, architecturally and socially. The 
Ramblas was in the old city of narrow, dirty streets, old churches, thieves 
and beggars. The higher part of the city was one of broad avenues, well- 
bred looking men. The poor Spaniards of the Ramblas, though many were 
good-looking in their own way, were stocky, and many of them seemed to 
be bowlegged, which I later learned was due to a diet deficiency. 


I was walking down the promenade, searching the sea of faces for clues 
to what excitement was happening in this town, when two laughing boys 
sauntered passed me. They had the universal signs: hair touched up, clothes 
tighter than usual, an ambling, backward walk with short, mincing steps, 
and voices like the twittering of birds. Certainly they would know where the 
excitement was. I decided to follow them and see. 


They walked down toward the waterfront, stopping at a restaurant-bar a 
couple of blocks from the tall marble column on top of which a statue of 
Columbus is pointing toward America. (I learned later that he was actually 
pointing toward Berlin). 


I immediately sensed an interesting raffish atmosphere to the bar. Not 
gay, exactly, but wild. There were a number of girls, either tourists or 
whores, and more American sailors in their summer whites. The laughing 
boys settled down at a table at which two bleached blonde women were 
somberly talking to two dark men in dark suits who looked like racketeers 
of some sort. The new arrivals were soon loudly laughing with the women 
while the two dark men watched glumly. 


I started making casual conversation with one of the sailors, a boy with 
small features and a mid-western accent. He told me he was stationed on 
the atomic aircraft carrier in the harbor. During our desultory conversation, 
a small pretty Spanish girl ambled up to us and coquettishly looked up at 
the sailor with her shiny brown eyes and said, “You fuck me?” 


“No, thank you, ma’am,” the sailor said without blinking an eye. “O.K.” 
the girl said, swiveling off. The sailor then told me he’d already had two 
girls that afternoon, which was enough of a discouraging word to send me 
on my way. 


I wandered down the adjoining side-street. It, too, was noisy and busy, 
“wide open” with shops, restaurants, bars, all crowded with sailors, 
Spaniards, whores and children. 


Off of this street I stumbled into a really gay bar. It amazed me how 
much this bar was so much like all of the other gay bars around the world. 
With its soft lights, middle-aged men in conservative suits, young men in 
sports clothes, a good-looking bartender in a white jacket and the American 
popular music, it could easily have been in Paris, Hamburg, Copenhagen or 
New York. 


And most of these bars have that same hesitant feeling about them, a 
certain tenseness, a pretense at having fun, but not any real fun happening. 
Everyone was standing there like stiff marionettes, waiting for something 
exciting to happen. 


Something quite unusual did happen this evening in this bar, however. 
Something extraordinary. 


Seven or eight men were standing at the bar, talking softly, with drinks in 
their hands, when a woman entered from the street. She was large, in her 
thirties, dressed in clean but gawdy clothes, carrying a small bunch of 


artificial flowers. She looked as if she had just come down off a stage 
somewhere. 


She began talking to the bartender. I thought she might be selling 
flowers, though she didn’t look the type. He spoke back to her fiercely. I 
didn’t know any Spanish, but I could tell he was being nasty to her. She just 
stood there, not answering him, taking all of his abuse without a sign of 
emotion. 


Then carefully and sharply he slapped her on the breast. She still didn’t 
move. The rest of us stood there, looking on in stunned silence. Then he 
slapped her again, yelling “Puta!” (which is one of the few Spanish words I 
know. It means “whore.”) She still stood there, not moving. 


Then with both of his hands he scooped her breasts out of her dress. She 
just stood there, with these large globes hanging out like the eyes of a giant. 
She continued to stand there, before the bartender, motionless. He then 
slapped her hard on one breast, then on the other. Then he took a siphon 
bottle and was about to spray her with it when she moved backwards. She 
then stuffed her breasts back into her dress and left. 


What were the Spanish really like? What was this country where a thing 
like this could happen? The brutality and the acceptance of brutality was 
frightening. This incident didn’t fit with any of my preconceptions of 
“Spain.” 


From this bar, I discovered other bars where I met a few other tourists 
like myself, but I eventually went back to my room alone. 


The next morning, carrying a bag containing a beach towel, a swim suit, 
some sun lotion, my transistor radio and my camera, I headed for the beach. 


I found a large bath-house called the San Sebastian Balneario at the 
waterfront near the poor section of town. 


When I visit any strange city I like finding the bathing places. Gay 
people have always had an affinity for water, for steam baths, swimming 
pools, beaches. It goes all the way back to the public baths of Rome. There 
are obvious reasons for this. At a pool or a beach one sees men and boys in 
bathing suits and in the nude. One can possibly meet other gay people at a 
beach, or better yet, boys. And sometimes there is even an opportunity to 
have sex. 


This bath house was very large, with three swimming pools, some small 
stores, a couple of outdoor restaurants and even a barber shop. There was 
also a large section of wooden cubicles for dressing, attended by many 
weather-beaten old men. 


It was a humid, overcast day. There weren’t many people on the beach. I 
could understand why. There was something unclean about the place, the 
sand itself looked dirty, and I am suspicious of any water flowing close to a 
large city like Barcelona. 


I first took a walk over all of the grounds. I was interested mostly in the 
barber in his small shop. He was about seventeen and very handsome. But 
the unusual thing about him was that while he was shaving a customer 
covered by a white cloth, he was dressed in only a bathing suit. 


I looked for a place to spread my towel. One part of the beach was made 
up mostly of families with little children. Another section, however, was 
made up of men, young Spanish boys and older tourist types. 


I spread my towel, applied my sun lotion, and optimistically faced the 
feeble sun. Every so often I would glance around at the boys with their 
deep, rich tans, talking to tourists from Scandinavia or Germany, and the 
boys in pairs strolling down toward the grey ocean. Then I took a nap. 


When I woke up, I was aware that someone was lying near me. He was 
sleeping also. He had a young, slender body, dressed in a blue, well-filled 
bikini. I was carefully studying his long, sinuous lines when he suddenly 
opened his bright, clear, blue eyes and looked straight at me. They didn’t 
look quickly away as I had expected. This boy seemed very much interested 
in me for one reason or another. 


I looked away at the sea, at the sand, at the other boys, but somehow my 
eyes would always return to his. And each time his eyes would meet mine 
head-on and actually look at me as if he wanted to go to bed with me. 


This couldn’t possibly be true, I reasoned with myself. How could he 
desire me? He is young, slender, handsome. I am thirty-eight, plumpish, 
with thinning hair. What could this good-looking boy see in me—besides 
money. He must be pretending; he doesn’t actually like me; he is only 
interested in the money I might possibly have. 


But the boy had hit my soft spot, my Achille’s heel. I’m ап easy mark for 
any boy who shows an interest in me, who will make the first move. Just a 
friendly smile, and my defenses automatically go down. I’m his, if he wants 
me. 


I decided to break the ice and start a conversation with him. I didn’t 
know any Spanish, and he didn’t know English, but I’ve discovered that it 
is easy to communicate when any mutual desire is present. The secret is the 
use of proper nouns. For instance, without the help of Spanish, I soon 
learned he was half-French (which might have accounted for his blue eyes), 
lived with his family, was a mechanic. And I managed to convey to him that 
I was a tourist from New York City, that I thought he was very handsome, 
and finally that I wanted him to go to bed with me. 


I knew I was being foolhardy. What did I know about these boys? He 
could be a blackmailer, a thief, even a murderer. Yet my heart easily 
overruled these considerations. For after all wasn’t he, and boys like him, 
the real reason I was in Spain? I wasn’t here for the architecture or scenery. 
I was in Spain to have a gay time, to meet boys, to experience sexual 
excitement that I couldn’t find at home. If I were to turn this boy down now, 
I might as well take the next plane back to the States. 


We went into the ocean together. I wanted to touch him there, to see 
exactly what his eyes did mean up on the beach. The water affords a 
privacy not available on the sand. But he kept his distance from me. We 
were in the water for only a short time when he indicated that he was going 
out, but that I should stay in the water longer if I felt like it, and I watched 
his figure trudge up toward the beach. 


Suddenly I remembered my bag with the radio and camera worth 
$150.00, a fortune to a young Spanish mechanic. What would stop him 
from simply lifting it, taking it home with him? How would I ever be able 
to find him or it again? 


I ran out of the water and back to where I had been lying. He was 
standing there, drying himself, smiling at me. I felt guilty for thinking he 
might be a thief, but I asked myself, nevertheless, if he would have stolen 
the bag if I had given him more of a chance. 


As we walked along the street toward my hotel, I said to myself, it’s not 
going to work, something wrong will happen, it’s going too smoothly. He 


was too young, too sexy, he came too willingly. He didn’t even ask about 
the money part of it. І warned myself to be careful. Something always goes 
wrong with these things. 


We walked by the hotel clerk without any problem, then to my room. A 
woman was bending over, scrubbing the tiles. I told the boy that I would be 
back in a minute, and I went to the bathroom in the hall. When I came back 
the woman was still there, so I asked the boy to come out on the balcony, 
where I told him I would like to take some pictures of him with my camera. 
He gladly agreed. He seemed to enjoy posing. 


After the woman left I showed him a pack of cards I had bought in 
Copenhagen. It was a deck made up of six different girls from different 
countries, all doing a strip-tease. They were luscious, pretty girls who 
actually didn’t strip beyond the standards of Playboy. The boy liked them 
very much. They had nothing like them in Spain. He asked me to give them 
to him. 


I had just bought them, and I wanted to take them back to the States with 
me, so I said no. But, thinking it time to discuss the money part of our 
affair, I agreed to give him 200 pesetas (around five dollars) which he 
thought was a fair price. 


Then we kissed. And I said to myself, it is turning out, it is happening. 
He kissed marvelously, with his heart and soul. It felt as if his whole body 
was blending into mine, as if he was determined to give me my money’s 
worth. I felt as though he really was attracted to me. 


And it was the same with the sex afterwards. It seemed as though he 
wanted to explore all the possible pleasure to be had between our two 
bodies. He made love like a very sincere professional. There was a strong, 
increasing rhythm to our act, building upon delicate sensations, coming to a 
grand, exquisite climax. It was as near a perfect sexual union as I’ve ever 
had. 


I pleaded with him to stay longer afterwards, to have dinner with me, but 
he had to get home. Still in the aura of the great pleasure I had had, I gave 
him an extra 100 pesetas and the pack of cards that he liked so much. He 
promised that he would come to see me the next day, and he said goodbye. 


He started to go out of the door when I noticed that he had forgotten his 
beach bag. I took it from the dresser and handed it to him, thinking at the 


time that it felt unusually heavy. 


Then I lay on my bed, still in the glow from the touch of his body, still 
marveling that it had all come out much better than I had hoped. I’m sure I 
was smiling as I fell into a light sleep. 


When I awoke, I thought it would be nice to turn on the radio and see 
what music was playing in Barcelona. A radio is a comfort in a hotel room 
in a strange city. I went to my beach bag to get it, but it was gone. I 
searched all the other possible places it could have been, but it definitely 
was gone. The boy must have stolen it. There was no other explanation. 


Well, I thought, that was a rather expensive session, but I can withstand 
it. Too bad the boy’s a thief. Too bad I won’t see him again now. Then I 
thought how stupid it was of the boy; I could easily find him, for I took all 
those photographs of him out on the balcony. Then I looked for my camera. 
It was gone, too. I felt sick. My beautiful Nikon camera that I had saved up 
a year to buy. 


How did he do it? He was never alone by himself. How did he slip the 
camera into his bag—(of course, that was why it was so heavy, I thought, 
remembering my handing it to him). 


He managed it easily, with his expert love-making, his beautiful love- 
making. He easily trapped me in my own passion. 


I sat down on the bed, thoroughly shook up. That indeed had been 
expensive sex, I thought. 


This did place a pall over my stay in Spain. This, plus the bad weather, 
plus the fact that money from the States was not reaching me as it should 
have, and my funds were getting dangerously low. 


I went back to the beach a couple of days later. I was sure the boy would 
stay away from there, and I liked the beach; it was still very interesting. I 
was learning new things about it. I learned that it was possible to meet a 
Spanish boy on the sand and then arrange to see him later at your locker. 
For a hundred pesetas he would gladly join you in your cubicle. I also 
discovered a shower in the back of the bathhouse where later in the day 
after the attendant had left, many interesting things happened. 


I was sitting at the outdoor restaurant one day, eating a lunch of chicken 
and rice when I noticed two boys walking on the sunny side of the eating 


place. One was pale, plump апа soft with delicate skin, the other was tall 
and grand looking, taller than the other Spanish boys, with black curly hair, 
golden brown skin, and he didn’t have bow legs. 


I thought what a wonder he was as he walked by. The other pale, 
ungainly boy obviously worshipped him, was proud to be on the beach with 
him. He definitely seemed to be of a higher class than all the other stocky 
hustlers running around the beach. It would be impossible to get him away 
from his devoted friend, I thought, and besides Га had quite enough of 
Spanish boys for awhile. I was just window shopping this day, I decided. 


When I went back to my spot on the beach, however, I was surprised that, 
coincidentally, these boys were sitting quite near me. Well, I would look, 
but no more. Even if I could get this boy, I wouldn’t be able to afford him, I 
told myself, though he certainly didn’t look like a hustler. 


“Have you a fire?” he asked me, walking up toward me with a cigarette 
in his hand. 


“No, I’m sorry I don’t” I said, thinking that’s a cute way for him to ask 
for a match. It surely can’t hurt just talking to him, I thought. 


“You American?” The next thing I knew he and his friend were sitting 
beside me, and we were striking up a fast acquaintanceship. The beauty 
spoke English better than any of the other Spanish boys. His pale friend 
didn’t speak it at all. 


He lost none of his charm on closer inspection, in fact the list of his good 
qualities could now include sparkling teeth, a very pleasant manner, a 
certain wit, and intelligence. I had nothing to lose by just sitting there being 
entertained by this boy, and anyway nothing could possibly come of it. 


He told me that he and his friend were from Madrid and were here for 
their vacation. In Madrid they both worked for the telephone company. 


I found these boys very sympathetic. I decided to tell them about my last 
experience at this beach, about my stolen camera. 


The beautiful boy laughed at first, then he translated what I said to his 
friend who laughed also, then he said he was sorry. “It happens all the time 
in Barcelona,” he told me. “The boys in Barcelona are very, very poor; they 
can’t find jobs. They steal every chance they get.” 


I thought there would be по harm in being frank, so I asked him bluntly if 
he and his friend were lovers. Oh no, he told me, not minding my frontal 
attack, they were once, but not now. I felt certain that his pale friend was 
still very fond of him, nevertheless. 


His name was Benjamin. I presume it actually was the Spanish 
equivalent of this name, but he insisted, no, that it was Benjamin, which 
sounded to me very unSpanish. 


I guess it was because I felt my desires for him were altogether hopeless 
that I became quite bold. It was like being drunk. I told him many times 
what a handsome boy he was, the most handsome in all of Spain, and that I 
would love to go to bed with him. 


My talk rather amused him, I thought, and he didn’t seem to mind when I 
gently fondled his arm or touched his leg. But he agreed with me that it was 
impossible, that he couldn’t go to bed with me. 


I made friends with the other boy too. He was a great lover of classical 
music and without knowing each other’s language we could determine each 
other’s musical taste. I would say “Berlioz,” and he would say “Ahhhh!” I 
would say “Stravinsky”, and he would say “Nooooh!” I would say 
“Mahler”, and he would say “Ahhh!” I would say “Scarlatti”, and he would 
say “Noooh!” He was a great champion for nineteenth century romantic 
music, which I thought showed a refreshing courage in these days when this 
music is not in style. 


“Let’s go for a walk,” I suggested to my new friends and they readily 
accompanied me along the boardwalk, which led to the other outdoor 
restaurant. We passed the little barber shop where the boy in his bathing suit 
was giving a short haircut to a very large man. Benjamin agreed with me 
that the boy was very good-looking. 


“What kind of boys do you usually like?” I asked him. 
“What do you mean?” 
“English?” 


“No, no. Too thin. And what do you call?” and he lifted his nose in the 
air. 
“Snobbish?” 


“Yes, snobbish.” 

“French?” 

“No. Too small and stingy.” 
“German?” 

“No. Mean.” 

“Spanish?” 

“Т don’t like Spanish boys.” 
“Why not?” 


“Spanish boys all want money. Spanish boys never make love for love, 
just for money.” 


“Have you ever paid a boy to go to bed with you?” I asked. It would 
seem incredible to me if this berry-brown demi-god ever paid anyone for 
sex. 

“No. But many times, I’m at a bar, or in a park, and I see a boy I like. I 
talk to boy and I see that he like me. I say ‘Let’s go to room.’ Then һе say 
‘How much you give me?’” 

“Then what kind of boys do you like?” 

“American.” 

“Americans? Why?” 


“Americans are grand—big. They’re how you say, generous. They go to 
bed with you for love.” 


I must admit I was very pleased when he said this. Was he saying it for 
me? Perhaps I did have a chance? 


We went to the bar at the restaurant and had some drinks. Benjamin 
insisted on paying for all of them which was very unexpected. 


The three of us spent the rest of the afternoon together, getting along very 
well. I decided to invite the two of them to have dinner with me that night. 
If they liked, I told them, we could stop at my room and rest for awhile 
before going to some restaurant near the Ramblas. 


For suddenly I thought there might be hope after all. As a lure I told them 
that I had some magazines from Denmark which had some unretouched 


male nudes іп them which they might like to see. I knew such magazines 
were very rare in Spain. 


They said fine. I didn’t know what I was going to do with the friend, but I 
thought I would face that problem when I came to it up in my room. We left 
to get dressed, agreeing to meet each other in front of the bathhouse, 
afterwards. 


I made my way to the shower. In the passageway between the cubicles a 
pair of eyes met mine. Very lively, humorous eyes, belonging to a sweet 
looking boy of fifteen or so. He gave me a big smile, as if the two of us 
were partners in some wonderful secret game. He was plainly saying with 
those eyes that he was ready to play the game with me. 


But I was strong, I had will power, I continued on my way to the 
showers. Benjamin and his friend are waiting for me; I have very little 
money; this boy is under age; I don’t know the laws of this country; this 
place is dangerous; I’ve been burned once already in this city—there were 
thirty-seven reasons why I should not take this boy up on what his 
straightforward invitation implied. 


I took a long, hot shower, pushing any thoughts of the pretty boy out of 
my mind, and afterwards, I was truthfully hoping that he had given me up, 
that he was gone when I walked down the passageway toward my locker. 


But he wasn’t. He was still there, with that tantalizing look as strong as 
ever. I walked straight on, however, trying not to look at him as I passed 
him by. The attendant opened the door to the cubicle for me, and I walked 
in. 


But there my strength failed me. All I had to do was close the door and 
lock it, but I didn’t. I said to myself, I will leave it up to him. If this boy is 
bold enough to step in here without an invitation, then I will be bold enough 
to make love to him. 


The next thing I knew he was in the tiny room beside me, locking the 
door behind him. He looked up at me with that magical good natured smile. 


“One hundred pesetas?” he asked. Altogether I had about four hundred 
and fifty. It wouldn’t leave me much for this evening. I could still say no to 
this boy. Wouldn’t I be spoiling myself for what could happen with 


Benjamin? It’s impossible with Benjamin, I thought, I could never get him 
away from his friend, he would never go to bed with me. 


“O.K.” I said, and the boy quickly slipped out of his bathing suit, and I, 
out of mine. 


Why is the forbidden so very exciting? The more forbidden, the more 
exciting. If he had been older, if we had been in a bed-room, I know the 
experience wouldn’t have been as thrilling. He might have been thirteen for 
all I knew, and this was a public place in a strange country. The old 
attendant could have seen him step in. I could just imagine the police that 
very minute approaching the tiny cubicle where I was now on my knees 
before this lovely smooth limbed child. 


How many minutes did it last? Not more than ten. But they were ten 
minutes that I never would forget. 


He was still smiling afterwards and seemed very happy when I gave him 
the money, and I was happy, and happier still when I opened the door and 
Saw no one there, and I knew that our short ecstatic transaction was known 
to only the two of us and God. 


Benjamin and his friend were still waiting outside the bathhouse when I 
came out. I didn’t tell them what happened, of course, but it filled me with 
pleasure thinking about it as we walked toward my hotel. 


It will be fun having these two nice boys in my room, showing them my 
European souvenirs. I will feel relaxed, for now I am very satisfied. I would 
have no desire for Benjamin. 


I was surprised that the two boys found my Danish magazines dull. 
Seeing the nude male body in print had no special novelty for them as it did 
for me. After looking at a couple of the magazines Benjamin’s friend got up 
and went out on the balcony. 


For the first time I was alone with this dream boy. He had lost none of his 
great beauty for me, and being alone with him suddenly renewed my 
desires. I decided to be bold again, just to see what would happen. I put my 
hands on his shoulders and brought my lips next to his. 


I was amazed. He fully received my kiss and gave back more, much 
more. It was a kiss much sweeter than that of the boy with the blue eyes, 
which I had thought could never be surpassed. He was giving all of himself 


with that kiss. I could feel his whole body, his sex through both of our 
clothing. I melted into his arms, completely overwhelmed. And I thought of 
all the wonderful delights ahead of us. 


It was a very long, beautiful kiss. At its end he pushed me gently aside, 
smiling, and then, not smiling, he said very softly: 


“How much you give me?” The tone was strange, no longer upper class, 
but just like any other street boy. “How much you give me?” 


I laughed. I laughed loudly. It was too much. “Spanish boys all want 
money.” All Spanish boys want money. Why should I ever have thought he 
was the exception? 


He looked at me seriously, not understanding my laughter at all. 
“How much do you want?” I asked him. What is his price? 


“Five hundred pesetas.” Of course, he was of a higher class, so he asked 
for more. 


It was all too funny. I kept on laughing. I was shaking with laughter. 


“No,” I said to him. I didn’t have five hundred pesetas. And I was still 
laughing while I watched Benjamin’s beautiful face turn into an angry 
frown. 


I was still shaking with laughter as he called his friend, who had been so 
patiently waiting on the balcony. And as the two of them left, not saying 
goodbye, I was laughing still. 


THE RUG SALESMAN 


Mervin liked to look at pictures. In magazines, mostly. And mostly of 
boys. Not famous ones, or movie stars, just young, attractive, beautiful boys 
—drinking cokes, taking showers, smiling. 


They were in the ads usually—for soap, cigarettes, cars, drinks. 


And he had scrapbooks, many large scrapbooks, chock full of boys— 
blond, husky, vigorous, very American-type masculine boys. 


And when he wasn’t looking through the magazines or cutting out 
pictures, he was pouring over his scrapbooks, looking at all his virile young 
men, diving from boards, on horseback, lying on rafts, leaning against 
fences. 


Once pasted down in his books, they were all his—a sparkling, obedient 
battalion, joking, laughing, lounging in their barracks, waiting for his next 
order. And he would give them names: Bob, Tom, Joe, Tex. 


Later on in the evening, he would put away all of his scrap-books in a 
drawer. Then put on his pajamas, pull back the cover of his bed, slip in 
between the sheets, set the alarm, switch off the lamp, turn on the electric 
blanket. And then he would think of Bob or Tom or Tex. 


They would spin around in his mind like the wheels in a slot machine, 
but no lemons, cherries, or plums. 


Number One Window—FACE: blond, brunette, strong, adolescent, 
freckled, black-eyed; blue-eyed; 


Number Two Window—COSTUME: cowboy, sailor hitchhiker, hustler, 
swimmer, boxer, marine; 


Number Three Window—PLACE: an island, a ranch, a movie-theater, an 
alley-way a boat, a car. 


“Got a cigarette?” Tom or Tex or Joe or Bob would say, curving his body 
toward Mervin so that Mervin could see the curve of his tightly-packed 
crotch. 


It was two o’clock іп the morning, and the streets were deserted while 
this Mervin observed the cocky, sneering youth, his whole body shaped like 
a sensual invitation. 


The other Mervin, meanwhile, was lying loosely horizontal, his hands 
stretching underneath his pajamas, down his loins, gently caressing his 
intimate parts. 


“Got a cigarette?” the boy asked. I should say no, and walk on, Mervin 
thought. This young man looks desperately dangerous. But instead he said: 
“Here you are fellow,” and handed him one. 


“Thanks mister,” the boy said gently, too gently. Despite his blond, clean 
cut, All-American appearance, he sounded deceitful and untrustworthy. As 
he lit the cigarette, he glanced at Mervin. The match illuminated a 
handsome, sinister face, glowing at Mervin with a knowing leer. 


“You know I feel kind of horny,” he said, twisting his body, letting a 
spread hand fall between his legs. 


“You want it?” he whispered to Mervin, who was afraid to answer, for 
fear а sammer would reveal his fear and lust. 


The boy slowly moved backwards into the shadows of the alleyway 
disappearing, except for the neon tip of his cigarette. 


This sailor-cowboy-marine Bob-Tom-Joe-Tex was large and vicious. He 
could kill with one blow from his huge fist. 


But Mervin was sick with desire, his mouth rolling with longing, his sex 
standing ahead of him, like a standard-bearer, eagerly pointing. Drawn by 
strings of lust, stronger than steel, he walked toward the tiny point of flame 
under which a thesaurus of forbidden pleasure was waiting. 


Sure of his power, the boy was standing against a wall, his cigarette 
dangling down one side of his mouth, hands on hips, legs spread apart, fly 
wide open. 


There, enclosed in the shadows of the dank, dirty alleyway, somewhere 
in the center of the big city very late at night, Mervin got on his knees, 
while the dangerous young man unbuttoned the top button of his pants, 
letting them fall to his ankles. 


While this one brave Mervin was defying the laws of order and decency, 
and chancing death at the hands of a stranger, the other Mervin was safe and 
warm under his electric blanket in the small, cozy apartment where all was 
quiet and still, except for his hand which was going up and down, faster and 
faster, with increasing determination and violence. 


The boy in the alleyway had now opened his shirt and had stepped out of 
his pants. His hands held Mervin’s head like a vice, as he pressed his 
gleaming piston into Mervin’s panting, aching, wide-open mouth. 


“Take it all, baby,” the boy sang. 


And suddenly he, the sailor-Tex-Marine-Johnnyboy-Sailor-Cowboy had 
that great, short, body-making thrill (Jackpot!) and Mervin, lying in his 
warm bed had it too in sputtering sticky spasms (Jackpot!). 


Then, like a nightly ghost, the boy stepped behind the screen of memory, 
waiting until the slot machine of Mervin’s longing might call him again. 


Then Mervin would reach under his pillow for the handkerchief that was 
always there, and he would carefully wipe himself and then, relaxed and 
happy, would go to sleep to dream of something else entirely, or of nothing 
at all. 


кж ж 


Now, at work, no опе knew of Mervin’s nocturnal adventures or even 
about his scrapbooks. They actually knew very little about Marvin at all. 
They hardly even noticed him, in fact, and when they did, it was only to 
notice that there was nothing about him worth noticing. 


But they all knew he was a very competent rug salesman. He had sold 
rugs for many, many years and truly knew the warp and the woof of the rug 
business. He enjoyed selling rugs, and when he stood among the cottons 
and wools, the nylons and acrilans, the piles of pile piled flat upon each 
other, or in tall rolls leaning against the wall, Mervin looked very much like 
he belonged there. 


One day it was 12:30, and he was thinking about lunch when he saw 
someone walking toward him. 


Now, 90% of Mervin’s customers were women, usually older women, 
very occasionally older men, but very seldom young men. And not once, in 


all the fifteen years of Mervin’s rug-selling, did ever һауе a young male 
customer that could ever be considered attractive. 


From twenty feet away, Mervin could tell that the man walking toward 
him was tall; from fifteen feet away he could tell he was young and had a 
good physique; from ten feet away, he knew the man was well dressed and 
had unusual golden hair; at five feet away Mervin knew he was strikingly 
handsome and had the clearest blue eyes Mervin had ever seen before. 


It was like a dream, an unbelievable dream. He looked just like one of his 
boys, one of the pictures pasted in his books at home, one of the dazzling 
stars of his nightly fantasy. 


“I need a rug,” the boy said in a deep, resonant voice that matched. 


Mervin was turning red. He felt his passion rising against his will, and he 
felt it imperative to put a hand in his coat pocket in an attempt to disguise 
any obvious display. 

“How large a rug?” Mervin said in a high voice. 

“Т don’t know,” the boy said looking ingenuously helpless. 

“How large is your room?” 

“Т don’t know,” the boy said and smiled. 

He’s not very smart, Mervin thought, as he gratefully felt his passion 
diminishing. 

Intelligence, however, was not a requirement to join Mervin’s obedient 
battalion of beautiful boys. He looked into his customer’s dazzling eyes and 


thoughts of recruiting for tonight’s extravaganza came to mind. Not a 
picture this time but a live memory—it might make it a special event. 


“Well, I’m sorry, sir, but before I can sell you a rug, ГІ have to know the 
size you need. Have you thought of any particular color?” 


“Yes. I’ve decided on blue or maroon, perhaps, I’m not sure, but then a 
friend of mine suggested orange—uhhhh—”, and now he looked directly at 
Mervin, unblinkingly, an eye for an eye, with an expression that somehow 
transcended the usual salesman-customer relationship. 


“Do you think that you could possibly help me, personally, that is, could 
you come over to my apartment and bring your tape measure and look at 
my furniture and decide exactly what kind of rug I need?” 


Mervin was nonplussed for the boy looked like he might suddenly kiss 
him right there, with a whole population of rugs as witnesses. Mervin put 
both of his hands in his pocket, pulling the coat out before him. 


“1— І really—”, he looked up at this young Viking who kept looking 
down at him, and he only wished that he were absolutely alone by himself 
among his safe, trustworthy carpets. 


“Tt shouldn’t be necessary,” he finally said. 


“But I really know so very little about rugs, and it is a rather important 
part of one’s furnishings. You could help me so much, and I promise you 
Pll buy something big and expensive.” He took out a piece of paper and a 
pencil. 


“Are you free tonight at seven?” he asked. 
“Yes, but—” 


“Here is the address. ГІ expect you at seven,” and he took Mervin’s hand 
and pressed it tightly, just a little longer than was quite necessary, and he 
left, leaving a bewildered Mervin sitting on a 9x12 coral colored acrilan, 
afraid to move for at least two minutes. 


кж ж 


That afternoon Mervin tired of rugs. Не was nervous апа impatient, and 
the whole large floor of flat, relaxed rug upon rug weighed heavily upon his 
soul. Their extreme passivity irritated him. He had to escape. So he told his 
surprised floor manager that he was feeling ill, which wasn’t far from the 
truth. Not once had Mervin been sick before, so the absolutely floored floor 
manager let him go without question. 


Then Mervin took a long walk. 


Perhaps he is only interested in rugs, Mervin thought. Then why that 
constant smile, that tight handclasp? 


But if he is interested in me, then good heavens why? Why should this 
golden hero be interested in a no-longer young rug salesman named 
Mervin? If he is interested in older men, surely he could do better than me. 


Perhaps there is something more devious about his motives — like 
robbery, blackmail, even murder? 


Не thought of not going. Why should he risk spoiling the very simple, 
uncomplicated routine of his life? The laughing boys in his scrapbooks 
were safe and dependable. They knew their place. But what could he expect 
from actual actions and live, living flesh? 


Yet he knew he would be a despicable coward if he chose to sit at home 
among his paper joys when reality was being offered to him, hot and 
quivering, on a silver plate; reality that might surpass any dreams—that 
might furnish him rich food for further fantasy for years to come. 


There is more to this world than pictures and rugs and nightly daydreams, 
lectured Mervin W. Longfellow to himself, and he headed back to his 
apartment where he bathed and shaved and put on his best suit. 


ЖЖЖ 


The apartment house was named The Mondrian. It had a uniformed 
doorman, television security, unattended elevators and Muzak, but it was 
not finished yet. It would have been richly elegant except for the smell of 
paint and plaster and a dominant green color, reminiscent of hospital wards. 


Mervin got off the elevator, found the right apartment and rang the bell. 


The boy opened the door. He was barefooted and in a blindingly crimson 
bathrobe. 


“Come in! come in! I’m very glad to see you,” he said with great 
enthusiasm. “Please excuse me, but I just came from the gym, and I was 
taking a shower. Sit down оп the couch and ГІ soon be with you. As you 
see, I’m just beginning to furnish this place.” 


There were very few pieces of furniture, Venetian blinds but no drapes, 
no lamps, no pictures, no rugs. The furniture consisted of a tacky, old, 
overstuffed sofa that smelled of the depression; two chairs looking like they 
came from a cheap Chinese restaurant and an immense, round, marble 
coffee table, on which was an open, two pound box of chocolates. There 
was nothing else. 


Mervin gathered that the boy had just finished his shower, but he wasn’t 
sure what he was doing now, but whatever it was, it was taking a long time. 


Twelve by fourteen, he guessed the size of the room, but he took out his 
tape measure. I may as well see exactly how large the room is and then get 


out of here, for he decided that would be the wisest thing to do. 


But just as he stooped down in one of the comers, the boy came out of 
the kitchen, holding in his hand a tray with two drinks on it. 


“Now, now,” he admonished, “there will be time for rug-talk later. I want 
you to sit down and relax and have this very special drink.” 


How could he ever relax with that flaming crimson robe constantly 
flashing danger at him? 


“Thanks,” Mervin said and he sat down on the couch, feeling the springs 
as he did so. The boy was anxiously watching him as he tasted the drink. It 
was very cold, very strong and sickeningly sweet. 


“Like it?” the boy asked. “It’s gin and Forbidden Fruit mixed with pure 
honey — that’s my touch,” and as the boy brought the drink up to his lips, 
Mervin felt very certain that he had actually seen him before. The way he 
was drinking the drink was definitely familiar. 


“You know, I’m sure I’ve seen you before, haven’t I?” he asked. 


“That’s very possible. Pm а model. Hampton cigarettes, El Hambra 
convertibles, Sweeteen Cola drinks—” 


Yes, it was an ad for Sweeteen. He was sitting on a rock near the ocean, 
dressed in shorts, one leg dangling in the turquoise water while one hand 
was bringing a champagne glass of Sweeteen to his smiling lips. 


The boy was sitting next to him on the couch now. 
“About your rug—” Mervin ventured, “I think that—” 


The boy reached over and put his hand on Mervin’s leg, “You know, I 
like you,” the boy said it as if he, himself, were listening to every word he 
was saying, his own enthusiastic audience. “I like older men. I find them 
Sexy.” 

He wasn’t effeminate, Mervin decided. He just wasn’t real. 

Mervin didn’t know what to say. He was entirely unused to this situation. 
Now the boy was holding his hand and smiling at him. It was a coy, cloying 


smile. He was smiling as if he were bestowing some rare gift upon Mervin. 
It was a four color advertisement smiling back at him. 


It was all very unpleasant to Mervin. His passion was at low ebb. He 
really wanted to stand up, to fume indignantly, to mention a wife and three 
kids in Queens, and huffily exit. But here was this gorgeous thing, and he 
was gorgeous, about to make love to him. Who was Mervin to refuse? 


“Do you think I have a father complex?” he said. 


Then he reached over and grabbed Mervin’s head and kissed him fully on 
the lips. At which moment a gust of pungent perfume overpowered 
Mervin’s senses. The lips themselves felt like fresh oysters. He knew it 
would be unwise to open his mouth, but a piercing tongue demanded it. The 
tongue tasted of mouthwash as repulsively sweet as the perfume. Mervin 
was completely knocked over by the cologne, the gargle-water and 
Forbidden Fruit. 


What about the rug? he wanted to say; or I have an important 
appointment uptown in ten minutes. But now he was a coward he would 
have to see it through. He would just have to bear this syrupy shower until 
the bittersweet end. 


Now the boy began to undress him. 
“No, no,” he said weakly. 


“Рт the daddy and you’re the baby апа we’re going to have a marvelous 
time. Just lie there now.” Mervin felt helplessly vulnerable as each item of 
clothing was taken from him. He felt weak and exposed in this bare room. 


“No, don’t take off your socks,” the boy commanded, “I love socks, you 
must leave them on.” 


“Now wait,” the boy said and went into a closet, bringing out a paper 
bag. “I want you to wear these,” and he scooped from the bag a handful of 
cheap jewellery. 


“No,” Mervin protested, “that’s ridiculous.” 


“Now, now, I just want baby to look beautiful”, and he placed some of 
the beads around Mervin’s neck, and a necklace on each of his wrists. 
Mervin felt something like a victim being prepared for an Aztec sacrifice. 


“Now get on the floor,” the boy demanded. 
“No. It’s too cold.” 


“T want you on the floor. Lie down on the floor my darling,” and Mervin 
resignedly obeyed, lying down awkwardly on the inlaid parquet. 


The boy was now kissing him all over, from top to bottom, in every 
crevice and hole. It was very thorough but wrong. His lips were like a 
smelly little animal, desperately searching for food. It didn’t even give him 
an erection. But the boy didn’t seem to care. Like some priest of an obscure 
religion, he seemed to be going through a precise ritual that he had gone 
through many times before. 


ГІІ just endure it, Mervin decided and resignedly spread his legs as the 
boy got on his knees and pressed his face to Mervin’s crotch. 


Leaning on his elbows Mervin could look down past his own pale, hairy 
chest and melon-shaped belly to see the boy’s golden hair waving in the 
light. (Of course! Of course, it’s golden! He must use a golden rinse!) And 
his face. (But what’s happened to the tan he had this morning? It’s gone. He 
must have had make-up on!) 


He could even see the lips furiously working. Then suddenly, without 
stopping, the boy looked up at Mervin, his eyes like those of a porcelain 
doll, clear white and light blue. Mervin weakly smiled back. 


Something was wrong with the fellow’s technique. He obviously was 
desperately trying to make Mervin reach a climax, but he didn’t care how. 
He wasn’t thinking of Mervin’s pleasure, but only of his own. Mervin tried 
to convey with his body what the correct rhythm should be, but the boy paid 
no heed. 


Mervin was wearing out, and with each passing minute a climax seemed 
to recede farther and farther into the distance. But he couldn’t just get up 
and say, “I’m sorry, it’s not working, thanks for trying, see you again 
sometime.” 


This cold floor, the bare walls, the naked Venetian blinds were of no help. 
They must be part of the boy’s own fantasy. What was he thinking now? 
The floor, the jewels and Mervin were furnishings for what dream of his? 
Fantasy, they both must resort to fantasy. 


He closed his eyes, and his hand pulled down the one arm of the one 
armed bandit: Windows One, Two, Three — a world of four color biceps 


and briefs, lips, hair, levis, rest rooms, railroads, smiles, sailor hats, 
muscles, ships, thighs, T-shirts, lips — wheeling, whirling, whirring by. 


While the blond boy was vigorously working for a climax for one, 
Mervin, another Mervin was strolling down a dazzling beach in a deserted 
island. It was a long strand of sand gleaming in the sun, completely empty, 
except for a boy, an adolescent Italian with smooth rounded muscles, lying 
nude. Mervin just happened to be ambling along when he saw this virile 
youth look up at him and sneer, but still look up at him again as the boy 
pressed his hand to his sleeping sex which then quickly awakened. 


The cold bare apartment was suddenly transformed into that gleaming 
beach; the blond model going down on him was metamorphized into 
Mervin himself and Mervin, for those few brief electric moments became 
the luscious, cocky Italian boy. 


It was all a fantasy, even when they simultaneously reached a grand 
climax and the sperm gushed through all of them like Old Faithful. 


“That was so wonderful,” the boy said sincerely. “You’re a darling.” 


Mervin took off the pathetic jewellery and looked for his shorts which 
were hiding, ashamed, under the couch. 


He was not satisfied. He was not happy. He was now too much aware 
how extremely dangerous reality can be. He was anxious to return to his 
own world of dreams, his own life of dreams and never venture outside 
again. 


